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Cupcake Superman 


Author's Notes: 
This is dedicated to Entropy Rose as | wrote it for her. Perhaps in the hope that she'll start writing again. * ~ 
Just thought | should mention that. 


So here | am, sitting in my hotel room with an endless supply of cigarettes and nearly an endless supply of 


booze. | say nearly endless because | just proved that yes-there was a limit to how much Jack we had in 


stock. 
| eye my last bottle as | light another cigarette. Looks like if | want to get really drunk, | guess I'm going to 
have to find a suitable substitute. | debate getting up to check my options but have to admit that the hotel's 


couch is way too tempting. And a scream shatters the silence. 


| pull myself up off the floor and back onto the couch, miraculously finding my cigarette before it manages to 


set the place on fire. "Fred, for fuck's sake, turn that shit off" 


"Fuck you man," he responds more than a bit playfully, but still quieter than normal. 


"Then turn it down or something, man...” 


He actually listens for a change and | breathe a sigh of relief. | consider asking him something mundane like 


what he was watching but fuck-what was the point? It wasn't like | was even remotely interested. 

As long as | don't have to listen to the shit, I'm fine. Anyway, it's turned down so low that | can even hear the 
click of the door opening. | frown and turn to look. Tom stumbles into the room in his big cowboy boots, 
promptly tripping over a random suitcase and tumbling straight into my lap. | wince and shift as he squirms 
but otherwise shows no signs of moving. Damn it. 

| carefully hold the cigarette out of the way so | don't burn his hair and stare down at my new lap warmer. 
"Jeff." he says, poking at my nose. | push his finger away, irritated. “Jeff, Jeff, Jeff. Dude, listen, | gotta. 
gotta tell you something.” 


And its then | realize that little Tommy Keifer is completely, utterly and totally shitfaced-drunk. | feel a grin 
tugging at my lips and quickly catch him as he nearly falls off my lap. "Jeff, listen to me," he says. 


"Sure, dude." 

"No, listen to me. Listen, listen." He grabs a hold of my face and stares at me seriously. "I gotta tell you 
something." He lets go of me for a moment to push a stray lock of hair out of his face and then turns back. "I 
can't be Superman" 

| can't help it. | snort. It's the best | can manage and not laugh right in his face. 

He frowns and looks completely serious. "| can't. | tried. But | can't fly." 

"Okay, Tom." 

He nods, still staring at me seriously but then turns and makes himself more comfortable using me as a pillow. 
| take a deep drag and relax myself. I'm not going to lie to you-it wasn't entirely unpleasant for me, if you get 
my drift. | chuckle. "You're going to be so hungover in the morning...” 

Tom looks back up at me, waving his arm wildly as his brow knits. "Does Superman get hangovers?" 
"Seriously?" He nods. Then holds his head as he foggily realizes that it wasn't such a good idea. "I have no idea" 
"Oh," he says, not really understanding much of anything. He turns back around to face me. "I got-l got 
somethin’ else. If-if-if you want..Eric..is that Fred?" He points over my shoulder to the brown fluff-ball hiding 


by the TV. He'd never say he was hiding, but | know better. 


"Yeah, Tom. That's Fred" 


"Cool. What's he watchin?" 
| take another drag and exhale. "I don't know. You were saying something about Eric?" 
"Oh! Yeah.. He's-hey, is that Jack?" He points at my last bottle sitting on the coffee table. 


Like he needs more fucking Jack. But | let him have it, which he downs. | glare as he wipes his lips with his arm 


-you'd need a whole fucking arm to cover those lips. "Tom. Eric 

"He's in the other room" He waves his arm vaguely in the direction of the "other room" “Tied to the bed 
My eyebrows raise. What? 

Tom nods and snuggles into my chest. "Yeah. He's my hos.hostage. But | can't let him go, ‘cause he'll, he'll kick 
my ass. And | can't seem to run right now." He looks so genuinely confused, | almost laugh again But he almost 


puts his finger right up my nose when he points at me again. "So don't untie him." 


| gently slide Tom off my lap and onto the couch. "No problem, Tom" Oh thank you fairy god rocker. It must 
be my birthday.. 


Tom's so-called "other room" is darker than shit but | can just barely make out a lanky form on the bed. And 


the dull glint of handcuffs. Oh yeah. 


| flip on the light and Eric starts, his head flipping over to stare at me. "Jeff! Thank God! Dude, help me out 
here! Tom's fucked-up! 


"Sure, Eric. I'll help." Was the leer in my voice too much? | ponder as | sit down on the bed next to him. 
Apparently not as Eric falls for it. "Tom's gone crazy, man! | didn't know a few drinks would turn him that way! 
But he tied to me to the bed and he's trying to jump off of dressers and shit and we've got to stop him 
before he hurts himself and dude, could you please untie me?" 

| smirk a bit and run a hand over Eric's leg. 

His babbling stops as he glares up at me. "What are you doing?" 


"Nothing," | say, creeping higher from his knee to his thigh. 


"That's something all right, Jeff and STOP IT!" | ignore him and move the extra inches upwards as he shrieks. 
"JEFF!" He paused, drawing breath, then, "TOM!" 


Tom's muffled voice answers from the other room. "What's up, cupcake?" 

| stop dead. Cupcake? And then | start to giggle madly. 

"CUPCAKE?!" Eric shrieks. 

"Muffin Mills?" 

Eric tosses his head from side to side in frustration. "Eric, Tom!" 

A pause. "Honey bunny lovey dovey drew drop!" 

I've long since stopped giggling and started laughing outright. Note to self: get Tom drunk more often.. 
"Cupcake was fucking better!" Eric retorts, giving up on any help from Tom. Aww he was just going to have to 
be a big boy. | leer and pull the bandana off from around my next. "What do you think you're going to do with 
that?" Oh, Eric.. The airheaded blond look just works on you. | reach down to cover his mouth-"Tom help me!"- 
and tie it behind his head. 

"Coming, cupcake!" | freeze. It would take a bit to get rid of Tom if he actually thought Eric needed help... But | 
shouldn't have worried, because right after, | hear the thud of something heavy hitting the carpet. "What's 
this carpet made out of? Its nice..." 

| grin and run a hand down Eric's chest before pushing up his shirt. Eric shrieks behind the gag. He's awfully 
good at that. "You know, Eric," | say. "You keep doing that and I'm going to have to tell Tom that you're a 


soprano, dude. Think of what it would do to your image..” 


| hear the sound of heavy footsteps and look over at the door to see Tom stomping by. Eric screams, trying 
to get his attention and Tom, true to form, pokes his head in curiously. "Cupcake?" 


My brain kicks into overdrive. How was | going to explain this and, more importantly, how much would he 


remember in the morning? "It's.." | start, then pause. "Tom what are you doing?" 


Tom looks awfully proud of himself. "I'm finding a towel for Fred!" He drags Fred into view. "I'm pretty sure he 
can be Superman. But only if we find the right towel." 


"Jeff," Fred squeaks, "I don't know what to 
doandlthinkhe'sgoingtothrowmeoffthebalconyandpleasehelpdon'tlethimtakeme!" and after that it degenerated into 


more of a rapid-fire sob. 


Tom stops, swaying unsteadily on his feet as he looked down at Fred seriously. "Dude. You're a pussy.’ 


Fred immediately stops crying. "| am not!" It was more of a whine, really, than a snap. 


"I know what can help," Tom supplies helpfully as he roots around in his shirt. Fred tries to crawl away but 
Tom literally falls on top of the poor guy, before pulling a flask out from his shirt and showing it to Fred. 
"This'll help." He tries to give some to Fred but pulls back, pouting. "Fred, it works better if you swallow.’ 


| look over at Eric. "Hear that, Eric?" Eric glares at me and | laugh again. Tom sways unsteadily to his feet and 
continues dragging Fred down the hallway. Eric tries to get me to be concerned by jerking his head after them, 
but | just shake my head no. "They'll be fine. You, on the other-hand.." Eric's eyes go wonderfully big. 


| woke up slowly as the sun filtered in through the unclosed blinds. | mutter to myself and bury myself under 
the covers. But something's not quite right.. | drag myself back to wakefulness again and open my eyes 
carefully. Only to realize that half my "covers" consist of one long arm and half a chest. | raise my eyebrows 


but shrug. Whatever. | roll over, hoping to check the time, but end up knocking the clock off the nightstand 


instead. 

A pained moan drifts up from the floor and | peek over the edge of the bed. A rat's nest of hair slowly rises 
into view, eventually revealing a newly awakened Tom. He stands up, swaying unsteaaily and clutches his head. A 
few dozen hotel pens stick out of his pockets and hair as he squints at me before stumbling off to the 
bathroom. 

| stare after him. Well, that was different. Normally Tom didn't wake up with us, especially not on the floor.. 
But | shrug and turn back to Eric, who, unfortunately, is awake. "My ass fucking hurts, bastard. 

"That's okay," | say, fumbling for the blankets at the end of the bed. "I feel nice." 


Eric settles back into the pillows and tries to pull his hand down. He frowns, staring upwards. "..And why am | 
tied to the bedpost?" 


| snuggle into my pillow and sigh contentedly. Now, wasn't that the million dollar question? 


